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Dora fussed over him for a quarter of an hour, panting
with anxiety. She was the victim of anaemia ; her breath
was short, her face pale, and she never had any appetite,
except for sweets and tea. Her complaint, however,
did not seem to interfere with her capacity for work;
Claude did not remember ever having seen her rest, any
more than he had ever seen her with her hair out of curling-
pins. The novelettes, of which she read such scores, were
propped up in front of her while she peeled potatoes, or
on the mantelpiece while she stirred the pudding. When-
ever she was not slaving for the household she was making
her own clothes ; she particularly affected a certain colour,
known in the trade as '* dead pink/' and Claude had never
seen her without a blouse of that shade, either on her body
or in preparation.

te Now, you'd better mind your man&ers/* she said,
with a final assault on his hair. " Remember, your uncle
is gentry, and ull expect you to behave yourself. If I
hear you haven't been just as good as good, 111 ask Patrick
to give you a right-down sound licking/'

Then she kissed him, because she was sorry for him in
his tight boots.

It was a three-mile tramp to Easeham, and the tight
boots were white with dust when at last they stood on the
Church Cottage doorstep. Claude found himself trembling
as well as panting, for he felt rather doubtful as to his
powers of dragging himself estimably through the ordeal
ahead of him, and though Dora's threats seldom passed
into reality, there was always a chance of their fulfil-
ment.

The opening of the door cut short his reflections. It Was
opened by a maidservant, but before he had had time to
do more than stare at her cap-strings, a boy of about his
own age flung himself in front of her.

" I say, are you Claude Shepherd ? Because if you are,
you're beastly late/'

Claude felt that it would not improve matters to say